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become the companion of his pleasures, otherwise, he might
get into bad company, and run serious risks.
This interrupted my studies, and changed the plan of life
I had marked out for myself, but as a matter of kindness I
was forced to become the comrade of a dissipated youth,
Morosini was a libertine, who cared neither for literature,
good company, nor sensible men. He liked to ride wildly
about the roughest country, not caring if he killed his horses
and endangered his own life; he drank deeply, and was
never satisfied till he was drunk; he was brutally licentious
with women of the lowest class, whom he often ill-used*
such were his pleasures and his daily amusements.
In the two months he spent in Florence I saved his life
twenty times. I loathed his society, but I thought it my duty
not to abandon him. As far as expense was concerned, I did
not have to put my hand in my pocket, for he was prodigally
liberal, yet this often caused disputes between us, because,
as he paid, he would insist on my eating and drinking as much
«s he, and imitating him in his other debaucheries; on these
points, however, I seldom yielded. Another friend of mine
was Zanowitch, a handsome young man of graceful and easy
bearing, and most infectious gaiety. I recognised in this
young man the makings of a successful adventurer, who
with due circumspection might go far. He was very much
what I was fifteen years before, but the extravagance of his
dress and equipage made me fear he would fall into the
same errors which had been fatal to me. At Zanowitch's
house, again, I met Alois Zen, the son of the captain in com-
mand of the fortress of Saint Andre when I was imprisoned
there as a boy. I did not become intimate with either of these
men, and only met them at places of public resort, yet it
was owing to them that the events I am about to recount
happened.
Lord Lincoln, a young man not yet twenty, and, I be-
lieve, the only son of the Duke of Newcastle, was in Flor-
ence at this time, and madly in love with a Venetian dancer
named LambertL Every day, after the opera, the English-

